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he had been sitting and asked in a voice loud enough
for everybody to hear: " Is not the Shereef a wise man,
a just man? By Allah/'

"Your master will eat with me soon/' Husein called
to Mahomed Salie when we got ready to leave.

Before we saw the pilgrim-house in the distance a
slave ran up and shouted that the Shereefah wanted to
see me at once. I went into the courtyard and heard
her shrill voice through the grating: "I am going to
claim a big sum from that Indian for the insult to my
house!" she cried. "The rascal is a rich man/'

This latter statement was confirmed when her Matof
spoke to the people with whom the fellow lived, but my
forecast about his complete disappearance likewise proved
true. During the next few days I heard a great many
rude criticisms about people from Hindustan. "They
are not good Moslems/' declared numerous Meccans,
and when I asked the reason, everybody complained
that they made their pilgrimage a business outing
and actually took along silks to sell for profit on the
way.

The pleasant outcome of my meeting with the Shereef
brought me many new friends. They came in dbzens,
kissed my hand, drank coffee and put questions about
my history and the peculiarities of Europeans. Most of
the strangers were learned but impecunious, as is the
characteristic of scholars in all continents. Rich people
had nearly all gone to the hills. Imam Abdul Malljk
delightedly told me that although a pauper himself; his
wife, to whom her property was secured by Mahomedan